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" What is the essence of the blue of the sky ? " he replied
quietly. " You seek knowledge. That is good. You ask
me where you can read of our knowledge. Great scholars
have translated our Rig-Veda, our Upanishads, the Bhagavad-
Gita, into your English. I do not know if they have written
well. My eyes are no longer my servants. At Benares
many years ago they told me that it was well done. I do
not know. But you have read and still you ask questions.
Why ? Because you of the West are restless. You will not
wait. You do not know the only thing that matters. You
do not know that knowledge is not wisdom. If you have
read the sacred writings, you have the beginnings of all
knowledge. Now you must wait until it pleases to grow
into wisdom."
" But surely," I persisted, " there must be ways of
understanding besides waiting for old age, and meditation."
" Define ! Define ! " he cried. " Always you must
try to define. So, you would cut open the tiger to find
why his heart beats so fiercely. For you, it is enough to
obey your Ten Commandments and you will be a good
Hindu."
" But the Ten Commandments are part of the Christian
doctrine . . ."I began.
One quivering old hand signalled me to silence. " You
ask the essence of Hinduism. I tell you. It is what you
can understand. For you it is all of Hinduism. Hinduism
is everything and nothing. It is the first finger of false
dawn and the full heat of midday. Each man takes from it
what he is capable of putting into it."
In the years which have passed since that talk, it has
grown more and more apparent that he gave the key to
whatever religion India may be said to have ; for according
to the temperament of those who profess it, Hinduism
assumes innumerable forms, pleasing and otherwise.
Not long after my return to this new India which has
grown so conscious of its moral superiority to the rest of